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would put me up. I could think of no one else in the
capital to turn to.

A hearty "Guten Tag!" startled me out of my
depression. It was Arnold Gnadenberg, a Baltic
German whom I had met in Belchir. He was riding
in the opposite direction to mine, and reining in his
horse he held out a glad hand to me. Needless to say,
I was overjoyed at his opportune appearance. At least
he was someone I knew. But when he told me that
he was living in Urga and invited me to stay with him,
my depression of a few moments ago seemed a thing
of the distant past.

Gnadenberg turned his horse round and rode back
with me towards Urga, On the way he told me that
there was peace and quiet in the capital and that the
National Government had just decided to erect an
electric power works.

"That reminds me," said my companion. "You*re
an electrical engineer, aren't you? Why not have a go
at it?"

I assured my friend that I was quite capable of
performing the work, having already built a power
station in Russia.

"Splendid/" said Gnadenberg, "Docshi Merin, the
Minister of Finance, is a friend of mine. Ill tell him
about you. They're in a fix about finding a suitable
man for the job/'

My spirits rose at a bound and I felt so happy that
I could have danced with joy. In an instant all the
troubles of the past few days were forgotten. We rode
along chatting and joking, and almost before we